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physic   for  her   trouble   now. .  .  .     Men;    love;
trouble: so it went on.   Involuntarily she sighed.

Kathy looked up gravely. ''What's the matter,
Mother?"

" I wish we hadn't come so early/'

Her daughter made no comment, returning abruptly
to her thoughts. What a pity, Lady Sheen reflected,
Kathy was so moody and inexplicable! What a
business life would be for her!

And then, cutting across her reverie she heard
Norton's name pronounced. Sounds were coming from
the next box, immediately on her right. Some people
had entered. There was a woman's voice, sibilant,
quick, and then the slower, deeper tones of a man.
She tried to shut the voices out, to talk to Kathy, to
look for acquaintances in the opposite boxes. But she
could see no acquaintances, and Kathy would not talk,
and the voices in the next box refused to be ignored.
The more she tried to forget them, the more like
trumpets they sounded. They must, she imagined,
surely be heard all over the house. . . .

"She only did it for vanity," the woman's voice
was saying. " Every woman in London has set traps
for him. For years and years."

The man grunted. " I never could see anything in
him."

There was a hiatus, as somebody apparently dropped
in for a moment to chat. Then, the visit and its
courteous banalities over:

"Lady Sheen's nose will be put out," the woman
said.

"I suppose he'll go back to her."

"It won't be the same . . . now that he's tasted
blood."